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* Not when the Iaw of Geod forbida it, Ellen Maguire I'" he aaid
sternly. Not when dury, horour, fealty, the ties of home and kin-
déd, snd patriotism scout and scorn it, Not when even he,
himsell—"

He paused, g if he bad eaid too much, or dreaded to say for-

“ Even be, himeelf 1" ahe repeated, remembering her abindon-
ment of the evening, * What else? Proceed | Bay on what you
were saying.”

! No, uot now, It ia not necessary. But as one who would, for
tha sake of old times, befriend you—for the sske of early associa-
tions, do you a aervice—I, who have no personal interest in this
world, to whom all interests that do not belong to God and Holy
Oburch and Ireland, are baooed aod barred, would ask you to do
this— put thia love for the Paritas aad the alien amde for one year ;
be true for that time to your brother'’s and kioemen's cause and
name—if his love be true, delay will but stresgthen and punify it—
and leave thia city, and raise the people on your vast estatea for [re-
Iand, for freedom snd Holy Church, I am” but & homble minister
of the Great God, who holds the destinies of the world in His
bands, but 1 can promise you in reture such happiness and blessings
a8 He only csn bestow,’'

He spoke with euch rapt feeling, such look of ingpiration was in
his face, that for a moment she was carried away and believed that
a balo was vigible around bis head. The lofty look of gelf-
abnegation and self-sacrifice, would have beseemed martyr at the

stake,

“Wkat would yon have me do, Father Tuliy? " she asked,
faintly.

‘' Do, Ellen? Dol What I hav: said. Leave here with the

morning light, No one will question your departare. Your carriage
will proceed unhicdered, hemove the ban You have placed on your
preperty—allow, encourage your people tfo jorn their brethreo,
Stand by the glory of your ancient name, your peerless blood, and—
and your own bononr, Will you do (uis?

“ I will,” she said.

“ Bpoken like your old self, Ellen,"
and kindnees than he had yet spoken,
golog 1"

"I must. T havetrodden on dangerons and forbidden ground, as
you know ; and even a prieat is not bound to offer up his ,ife need-
lesaly and uselessiy, But for your sake I stould no# have ventured
it at all, Goud-bye ; we shall meet 1n bappier tim-s,”

He took the hand she proffered him, pressed it for & second in his
own, and was gone,

For a time Ellen was averwhelmed with cocflictiog emotions,
The sppeal her old friend had made to her was very powerfu!, and
ohe felt its inte re energy and :ofluence, Bat predently came the
thougnt of Raymond Mordaunt sod ther plighted love, " Foibidden
and dencunced by her friends—perhaps, with an uueoarroled girl's
wilfulness, becanse 1t wag forbidden—t had grown strone frow the
fime 1t had been plighted. ‘There Was, too, something in Haymoud's
cold, determined, u thuching, resciyte courage that exeited the ad-
miration of ber rgfter naturs ; whlse the charmiug courtiness of big
manner, his fraek attenuion, the warm aff ction bhe suowed to her
above all otbers wan Ler luve.

If Raymond Mordaunt had turped up at this junctare it was more
than pus-ible be would vave prevalled upon bet, would have 8o won
on her aff. ction and luve again as to cause her to depart from the
promises she had juat mude.

But he did not come, The hours passed in slow but ceaseless
uzcon'rol—and she waited up for his coming-—the aurring and
troublood character of the times had changed pignt in o day in Dublin
households—but be cime not.

Was Raymond Mordaunt se careless of her love a3 not to come
to 8ee her afier his absence ! Whae he 89 indifferent to her feelings as
to care not whether or not be offended ber? Was he 80 careless io
paying the ordinary conrtesieg of society to one 1a her cond;lian, set-
ting sside altogether the claime and tmportupities of love !

What was Friar Tally abont taying when be stopped ! Ceriainly
it was nothing favonrable. Well, that did pot matter much, He
was always against him, warse even Lhao her frien s, D13 niture was
30 vigorous aud imp tivus., But had he any reason—he that koew
everything and could do apything—far thus hesitaling in what he was
about 1o say. Was it tha' the koowledge would be too much tu com-
municste to her ears, And, if 8o, what was it | Even1f there were
multers that were g0 preseing around bim that even the claima of love
weot down before them, surcly big sister might come with 0Mme Mess
sage and word of love and tenderness from him,

Ellen ¥aguire waa pained and mortally cffended, and with ail
the torture ot slighted Igve rankling 1o her breas!, and as the long
night faded aod the cold grey dawn broke 1nto the Bastera skies and
descended alowly on the housetops, she bad made up hr mind to take
the Friar's advice and seek her bome in tpe West,

If she hal only known what 1nc:dents were happening—had
bappened, in the marshes at the river's mou b —if she bad but known
the condition :n which tue h+l'.sepseless form vf Carrie Mordaunt
was borne by her lover towards thy rali Brears which, sentinel wiee,
WECKIOW Teals to the sgies, If she bad bat known the wiid and ven-
turcgnme leap 1nto the sea ber expected lover bad made, and his
aubsequent fate, she wonld have taken a vastly different course.

But she knew nothing of thegs thinge ; and with g
and mortification which nothing eonld quell, and wuich brought the
hot tears swelling into wer aching and sleepless eyen, ondere ] her
earriage to be read,, aud, ere ver the shaduws of Dight were driven
from then jurking places beneath the wide eaves and hoary urches of

" the city gateways, Lady Ellen Maguire was be'ng EWept nlong as fast
a8 gallant horsea conld bear ber to Ler home by 'be western sea,
destined never sgain to walk 11a streets, or see its 1all spires and
steeples glittering in the sun, «s she thought, But .he threa.s of fate
are etrangely woven, and we often fly to that which we purpoee
avoiding.

be eaid, with more softness
aod arising, * you are not

sense of pain

(In be Cantinved )

ONE WOMAN'S NERVES,
————ee.

LookiNg backward to a certain lonely and ounbappy time, a lady
says . —

7 * I drageed oa on this miserable condition for years, until I got
tired of doctoring and taking stuff that did wme no good. Ona
physician atteaded me for eightsen months, giving me baot little re-
lief.

“ Uslept only in a broken fashios, and arose in the mornipg very
little the better for having goane to bed. Toere waa often gevers
vain in my bead and over my eyes, and an almost consta t sense of
sicknesa, Toe skin gradaaliy got dry and yellow, the region of the
stomich and bowels feit cold and dead, and the natural energy and
warmth appeared to be ebbing out of ms like the water out of a
river at low tide.

* In Jun , 1889, whilst liviog at Moredown, Bournemontb, I bad
& worse attack than any I had before. I was taken with a feeling of
cramp, as if pine and needles were ranning into me, wll over my
body. I could not move, and had to lie belpless in bed. The
doctor was sent for, and altended me avery day, but did not seem to
know what to make of my cass. In fact, he was puzzled, and
fically 8aid, ‘I don't really know what yoar complaint ia,’

" T trembled and shook and felt as if I should fall to pieces, I
wag first hot and then cold, and so dreadfully nervonsa I coz!d not
bear any one in the room with me, and yet I did not wish them far
away in cage I should call out for belp, Hvery time one of these
spasma came on I sad to myseif, I am sure 1 sball never get up
agatn,’'

“ 1 took nothing but liquid fo-d, sod yet conld not retain even
that oo my stomach. By this time I was nothing bat skin and
bone. My logs went clammy, as if I had no blood left in me. My
memory completely farled. I never expected o recover, and that
w8 the opaton of my friends. After thev had called 10 see me they
would go away paying, * Sha will pever get batter.' My head ached
80 dreadfully Ithoagh I shootd lose my scases,

"I had given up & ! hope, whea one day my friend Mrs, Weat, of
Bouroemou'h, called and asked what I was taking, Isaid, ‘Oh, I'm
tired of taking things; it'a no use; I shall die.’ Then she told we
she was once 1ll much as 1 was, aod was cured by Mother Seigel's
Cuarative Syrup, * Well,' | suid, * I'lltry it 1f you wiil send for it.'
She did so, and 1 seemed to feel bettar og taking the first duse, and
after three days I was able to walk across the room, and by the end
of the week I went down starrs, Now [ am well agever, All my
DeT9ousaess has left me, and I can eat and digest my food withoat
feeling any distress,

" I wan! to say finally, that [ knew about Mother Seigel'a Cura-
tive Sgrup, and should have tried 1t years before if certain acquaint.
ances hain't said, *Oh. dont take 1t, for 1t will do you nogood,’
They said that beeinse it was adverused, not because they knew for
themsgives It was bad advice for me, snd cast me yeats of torare.
From what I have sai1—whie, 13 but purt ot my story—Lhe peopls
w yinfer what I toink of tis remedy. [ thaok God that [ oid re.
Sort to ot ab iast befure 1t was too lae” (signed) Mrs, Jane
I wter, Darracott Road, Pokesdown, Boursemouth,  Hants, Maren,
1890,

[t ia only necessary to add that the malady from which Mre,
Foster suffered was :ndigestion, dgepeps1a, and nervous prostration,
Brought on originally by grief and shock st her husbaod's sudden
and violent death, Ler systermn did not raliy until Mather Bergel's
Curative Syrup removed the torper of the digestive organs, and thue
eoriched the blood and fed the nerves. It alwayg hus this effect in
hike cases,  We can only regret that she foolishly procrastinated in
toe matter of vsing it. Her statement of facts way be relied npon,
asthe case has been thoronghly and impartially 1nvestigated,

SUICIDE AND INFIDELITY,
—

(New York Freeman's Journal, November 1,)
AT the average stated in a recent cabieuram, the total number of
suieides in Pars for a year would cume to some five baodred, It is
& frightfal rceord of depravity, and the miod naturally seeks to find
the canse of 1t.

We unhesitatingly eny that the cause is to be found in unbalief.
Yo save Choistian would deiberately throw himself into hel!; and
that 18 the meaviag f seicide. Tae Cluristian knows that this s a
world of travail and sorrow, merely the rough pathway to his troe
home, and he bears his trials 28 he mAy, supported by the help he
asks from on high, But when a mn hag peraua led himself that be
hag noscul, and has, as a consequence, exhausted all the springs of
life and possesses only the bitter dregs, what more natural than that
be sbould “ make vix exit even with a bare bodkin 7"

Historicaily, we are boroe oat 1n this view, It was in the
ghittenng phantasmagoria of the Pangan world that Yoitaire,
Dil rot, and the E icyelopu hiats wrought oat their mnfile!l theonies,
whil- Jean Jacques complemeuted their 1nfernal labonrs by spreading
discontent witn suelety asit 1s, Tuere, as from scme wich's caldren,
roge the fumes of unbeiief and restlesa eovy which bave iatoxicated
such multi udes 10 th- present day.

Io Awenea, ui to the Earopean countries, wa beholl the same
steady increase in swieiles beyond the increase of population, We
c4nnot 8o easliy re.ch the broad eause bere as in Paris; yet we may
lofer that unbelicf 19 the spring of action, lo nioe cases oar of ten
of -anesu'cldes, there are €apresdiuns or odiciions of nabelief 1o
various stazes.  Buicide snd superstiion alike show the epréad of un.
be ief,  When men give np their faicn, tbey are Bera to 11l the void
within8ane crocaers ke tabe-tappiog, clurvoyane:. elc,, aod mix
with sueh pracucal devii-worship 4 ghoastly stew of sell-maorder,

A muller at Oothealoga, Ga., fonnd the wheelg in the mill clogged
80 that they wouid not work, Afier takiog 360 pounds of eels out
the wheels turned once more,



